THE SCENE IS CHANGED

I sailed away from it all by a ten-day boat to New York,
there to spend less than a week before sailing again, this
time bound for San Francisco by the Canal.   The stock
market, in early May of 1932, was at its lowest ever ; people
even said that the whole structure of banking and insurance
might fall in ruins.   Days of sunshine working towards a
heat wave accompanied these forebodings; and forgetting
the latitude of New York, I was perplexed by the brevity of
my shadow on the sidewalk of Fifty-seventh Street. Mourn-
ing Becomes Electra had finished its first and notable run, but
I was taken once to the theatre to enjoy Of Thee I Sing,
which as much as Cavalcade belonged to that year.  I found
work to occupy me on the coming voyage of nearly a
month ;  for Joseph Verner Reed, who had made several
productions in previous seasons with Kenneth Macgowan
as director, was now planning to present Bifur by Simon
Gantillon after its outstanding Paris success.   He asked me
to make the version for him, and I agreed because this
strange and sensitive work was the nearest to a poet's pky
that had come from the professional little theatres of the new
France.    Bifur meant " road fork", perhaps the worst
possible English title for a play.  I wanted to call it Tangent,
to express the abrupt spatial divergence of a spirit seeking
reincarnation which was the actual theme.   The American
production eventually was destined to fall through ; but I
presented the pky in London a year later without a tide and
with a nameless cast, in the Mercury whose name also had
not yet been found.   Meantime it was good to have an
occupation for my deck chair other than that of reading,
which to me is an intensive task for no more than one or two
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